

A Midfommer nights Dreatne. 

In maiden medication, fancy free. 

Y e t markc I where the bolt of ^a^/d fel. 

It fell vpon a little wefternc flower ; 

Before,milke-whitc ; now purple with loues wound, 

And maidens call it, Lone in idlencfie. ’ 

Fetch me that flower; the hearb I fliew’d thee once 

The iuyee of it,on fleeping eye-lids laide, * 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Vpon the next line creature that it fees. 

Fetch me this hearbe,and be thou here againe. 

Ere the Lenuithan can fwim a league* 

P».Ile put a girdle about the earth,ia forty minutes, 
O^crow.Hauing once this iuyee. 

He watch whence Ihe is afleepe^, 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes .• 

The neitt tiling when (he waking lookes ypon^ 

(Be it on Lyon, Beare, or Wolfe, or Bull, 

On medling Monkey,or on bufie Ape^ 

She fliall purfuc it,with the foule of loue. 

® And ere I take this charme off from her fight, 

(As I can take it with another hearbe) 
lie make her render vp her Page to me|i» 

But who comes heere ? I am inuifible. 

And I will oucr-heare their conference. 

Enter Demttritu^HeU»<tf6llowinghif». 

I)tme. I loue thee not,thcreforc purfuc me no^ 

Whcl'C i s Lyfander,v:iA faire Hermia ? 

The one He flay, the other ftayeih me. 

Thou toldfl: me they were ftolne vnto this wood ; 

And here am Land wood within this wood, 

Becaufc I cannot meetc my Hermia, 

Hen ce, get ihee gone, and follow me no more. 

Hel. Y ou dra w me, you hard-hearted Adamant,. 

But yet you draw not Iron,for my heart 
Is true as fteele.Lcaucyou your power to draw. 

And 
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And I fliall hauc no power to follow you. 

Deme.Do I entice you ? dol fpeakeyou faire f 
Or rather do I not in plaineft truth. 

Tell you 1 do not,not I cannot loue you i 

He/. And cuen for that do I loue thee themore ; 

I am your fpaniell, and Demetritttf 

The more you bcate me,I will fawnc on you. 

Vfc me but as your fpaniell ; fpurnc me,fttike me, 
Ncglcft mc;lofc me ; oncly giue me leauc 
(Vnworthy as I am) to follow you. 

What worfer place can 1 beg in your loue, 

(And yet a place of high refpeft with me) 

Then to be vfed as you vfeyour dog. 

Dtfw.Tempt not too much the hatred of my fpirit. 

For I am ficke when I do looke on thee. 

Hel. And i am ficke when 1 looke not on you. 
Dewe.You do impeach your modefiy too much. 

To leauethe Citty.and commit your felfc 
Into the hands of one that loues you not. 

To truft the opportunity of night. 

And the ill counfell of a defer t place. 

With the rich worfb of your virginity. 

f/c/.Your vertue is my priuiledge : for that 
It is not night when I do fee your face. 

Therefore I thinke I am not in thfe night, 

Nor doth this wood lacke worlds of company, 

For you in my relpc6f are all the world. 

Then how can it Be faid I am alone. 

When all the world is here to looke on me i 
Dem.Wc run from thce.and hide me in the brakes. 

And Icaue thee to the mercy of wilde Beafts. 

f/c/.The wildeft hath not fuch a heart as you ; 

Runne when you will, the ftory (hall be ehaung*d : 
ulpoJIo flyes,and Daphna holds the chafe ; 

The Douc purfues the GrifFen,thc milde Hindc 

C » Makes 
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